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today i spoke about how much i love 
music, that there’s a safety knowing that 
music won't hurt me. i move with so 
much fear, here, in brooklyn. i walk 

| around with nunchucks and my bike. my 
' death racer bike. i want to be so strong 

: and safe but sometimes i get tired of that 
‘| constant effort. sometimes i really just 

* need to sleep. maybe i need to g0 

‘ somewhere else. 
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white moth in a green field — 
many dreams 
trust is a wing touch 
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i released my first zine in the world in 


_ speaks to you in this zine, please share it | 


june. thank you to scrapyard, sweet 
pickle books, bluestockings, al records, 
generation records, nypl seward park 
library; harnard zine library, and 
playground annex for giving my zines a 
home. itis now october twenty ninth, the 


audiencé — a soundscape i imagined the 
moment i i realized djing could be one of 


the better. the universe hears me and it 
shows. this second zine is about my dj 
dreams coming true, trust, and my bedy. 
there are poems, some comics (!!!!) [truly 
inspired by anusha’s zine “finals week”), 
drawings, and journal entries. if anything 


with someone. share it with me. 
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thinking about how the backs of my 
_ thighs got.scraped from the concrete 
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hen i’m DJing, there becomes no space | 
for the repetition of memories that 
become more ambiguous every time i fall. ~- 

\. into them. instead, spaceis made forme | (jy b- 
\ \to float through the feelings and emotion 
ithat are harbored in my chest. in reom 

// twenty one; iam me and me aloneispeak | _ 

., and my words return back to me. 
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\ ive realized that you listen 

-\. it means the world to me and i think 
\.} sometimes it keeps me alive ~ the way not a 
J single prayer has gone unnoticed — 
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bell chimes spiral down mycurls ©. - 
and sift past each vertebrate in my'spin 


bell chimes through black ink =f 
marking the two orbs that.live in my, bac 
dimples - Es oe 
thunder spirals down my curls and my. 
neck and down my sternum é 
thunder lives in the story a-conch shell 
has. heard and continues to tell about me 
reflection sounds like silence and it’s not 
in my body yet. it is in the soft tangerine, 
ied green, and cobalt that émbraces 
sunset park with me in i 


